If you got a dollar, Give us a holler. 



The punk rock manifesto by and for 
the Columbine youth of today. 
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Fuck Cool Guys, Keep Punk Weird 



The initial wave of punk and hardcore music was created by those who were dissatisfied with the way 
the music business was run and the way they were treated as outsiders and strangers- as such, they 
created their own social scene and unbeknownst to them, altered the culture of music in the following 
years. These groups of people were made up of weirdoes, fuck-ups, ne’er-do-wells, drug addicts, 
freaks, social recluses, freethinkers, fringe radicals, and maladjusted-to-life crowds of people. Though 
it is as populated as ever with people and bands composed of these kinds of oddballs (namely Ctilo, 
Crazy Spirit, Hoax, the Hysterics, Zero Progress, Shitfucker, School Jerks, Integrity, Brain Tumors, 
and shit tons more), there is still an aura of normality creeping into punk and hardcore, and I do not 
like it. Jocks and well-adjusted hordes have their normal life to look forward to and experience-1 
don’t want to be around people who know where they’re going with their lives and are well-to-do for 
themselves. I am here and involved in this social scene because I am not well-adjusted and don’t do 
well with that crowd- any number of nights spent bored striking out at the bar are examples of that. 

We are drawn to this culture because even if we can’t get along in normal society, we can at least not 
get along together, in a place where we are at least tolerated if not encouraged to be ourselves. I’ve 
come to realize that despite all the complaints I might have about others’ weird habits and misgivings, 

I would rather be around that vibrant, energetic weirdness than the bland, sterile life most people of the 
traditional college/workplace/bar lifestyle have to offer. It’s true that most of us weirdoes are on a 
path that could be considered normal, but it is not so easy to iron out these personality traits once the 
reality of this so-called “real world” sets in. Some of us are legitimately bent out of shape for life, and 
no six-figure salary or retirement pension can erase that. Since subcultures are often a representation 
(albeit a slanted one) of society at large, it is normal for some of these “normies” to find their way into 
this social network of cretins, creepers, and crazies; however, as of late, it has felt as though these 
otherwise normal folks have been contaminating my dirty air, trying to make it a semi-normal place 
for them and their friends to hang out. That is the last thing this scene needs, another set of people 
trying to make it something that it never was and never will be. I (and I assume others as well, though 
one can never be certain) came here not because this punk/hardcore scene was another hangout for the 
people I already didn’t like, but to go to a place where my quirks, music taste, fondness for weird 
things, and my fucked-up worldview would be allowed to exist, if not flourish and bloom into the 
wilting flower of poisoned shit that it is. Some exclusivity is needed here and now- not a view of 
elitism, but rather one of separation from the norm (segregation is a term that would work here as well, 
but that term carries too much baggage). If you’re normal, great for you- go see the Rolling Stones, 
watch Breaking Bad, eat healthy, work a nine to five, don’t do drugs, dress to impress, fuck your 
partner in the missionary position, laugh at Adam Sandler movies, and live your happy, well-adjusted 
life. You don’t want your clean air contaminated by my dirty breath, so keep your clean breath away 
from my dirty air. We’ll both be better off. 

-Aunty Social 
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I did not learn to fully appreciate this record until one 
night when I woke up in the back seat of my car after a 
few shots at the local watering hole- what can I say, 
I’m a lightweight, and I get bored with people easily. 

In any case, I awoke after crashing out for a couple 
hours, and drove home after I’d sober-tested myself, 
and stayed off the freeway, my head pounding like a 
cop with a warrant in L.A. I decided to give the CD 
included with the vinyl record (that had A+ packaging) 
a spin- it was amazing. The buzzing high tones of the 



DETAIN- DEMO TAPE REVIEW 


axe, the droning low tones of the bass, and the 
thundering thump of the drums meshed like fault lines 
over one another, grinding together to make a rather 
cacophonous yet enjoyable sound that fit the high- 
pitched, youthful snot of shrill singer Becca very well. 
No hardcore dancing here; just moshing, the occasional 
slam dance, circle pits, and some smoking circles 
(cigarettes for poor people, maybe even some grass, 
but NOT the bad Mexican kind). This is straight 
hardcore punk for the drunks, weirdoes, working class 
asses, and everyone in between. 


Super heavy guitar, inaudible bass, emphasis on 
bulldog style vocals, and a very moshy hardcore 
kind of sound, not unlike a stripped down Harm’s 
Way. If nothing else, this intrigues me because 
it’s not a played-out style in Michigan, at least for 
punk rock, not to mention that at its core, it truly 
does hit fucking hard. It’s probably like a mix of 
Pittbull and Hatebreed in a demo-era style- 
simplistic moshy riffs, mid-tempo beat for drums, 
and a very angry, gym shorts-wearing singer. A 
very stellar demo for the music of its kind- it has 
my hatemosh approval. MOSH. 


Wax Mom- Spiracle tape review 


The cornfields of the Midwest do occasionally churn out some respectable, odd music- who would have 
thought it could deliver some very raw-sounding crusty d-beat? Not I! However, it did and it comes to 
fruition in the form of Wax Moth, from the desolate lands of Iowa. A shrieked shout is the preferred delivery 
method for this band’s vocal payload, while the guitars are delivered on nearly the same level, with only 
small differences in the sounds of the guitar and the bass, and the drums are raw, distant, yet heavy d-beat 
that pounds hard at both the slowest of breakdowns and the fastest of riffs. No lyric sheet, but judging by the 
song titles and the sound of the music, it appears to be a left-wing insect who can only communicate in high- 
pitched shrieks in an audible spectrum near and surpassing the peak of the human capability. The songs 
individually are not great, but as a whole/singular piece, this is a decent output for an EP. Packaging is stellar 
as always from Mannequin Rein minus the lack of a lyric sheet. 











Collapse- Disarm £P review 

Gritty, soft-spoken, hard-hitting, introspective, angry, 
meaningful, proactive, hardcore punk. The lyrics and 
vocals are enough to put one on edge most of the time, 
but the driving sounds of the music make that all the 
time. The ending of “Fuck You I’m Done” is as edgy 
and balls-to-the-wall as it fuckin’ gets for hardcore 
punk. This song even incorporates some Crucifucks 
influence: “I brought in the mail, I did my dishes, I cut 
up coupons, I watch the neighbors washing their car”- 
it’s very comparative to the lyrics in the Crucifucks’ 
song “By The Door”, in that it is bizarre, intriguing, 
and inspired to bring about a very violent outburst. 

The rhythms in “Disarm” are intoxicating, almost 
droney (there’s a song about droneys, too), like an 
early Killing Joke, a la their song “The Wait”. The 
frothing, furious, vicious, vindictive words of this song 
drive one to the same anger the singer has about the 
subject matter (disarming a rapist- can’t say it’s a bad 
idea, so long as there’s an opportunity to speak in 
court; vigilante justice by the one wronged is A-OK 
too). It’s interesting, if not inspirational. The rest of 
the tunes fucking slay just the same- though it’s hard 
to nail down any one band this group is influenced by, 
it’s still familiar, in a way. Loud, heavy, fast, deep 
hardcore punk with energy bursting at the seams- this 
is one of the best new-ish Detroit bands I’ve heard in 
quite some time. Get these songs- NOW. 




Collapse opening for Burial at the 
Trumbullplex, May 2 nd 


SKNf- Sww<W 7” W&d 

Gruff, tough hardcore with some powerviolence 
influence. Not as angry/dark as Weekend Nachos, 
yet angrier than Sorry Excuse, and no less hard 
hitting than both, this is a rapid-fire record, over 
with in six minutes total. The vocals are rough, 
almost like a pit bull- the words are difficult to 
discern, but not impossible. The drums are spot 
on, able to go on and off on a whim without losing 
a bit of touch to accuracy, seemingly always 
rolling at some sort of speed. The guitar and bass, 
though not the driving force of the songs, chug and 
carry their own weight, distinct but inseparable 
from the barks and the beats. Hardcore dancing, 
circle pitting, moshing, or salsa-dancing, this is 
jaw-breaking hardcore that never lets up on the 
energy. And from the looks of the singer, you just 
might get your jaw broken. However, the EP is a 
safe investment for bedroom moshings, and is 
highly recommended. 
















Scum blasting out some loud noise 

AT CORKTOWN TAVERN, APRIL 26™ 

Green Beret- Violence is Their 
Currency 12” EP review 



Burly, angry, fast, dark powerviolence/ 
hardcore mix from RVA. Sounds like No 
Comment on massive steroids or Cold as 
Life on a 45. Bitter, pissed off, punk rock, 
played fast as hell, but not all the time. The 
vocals are burly as can be, a barked shout 
or a shouted bark, depending on one’s point 


This shit is straightforward, but pounding like a goddamned 
jackhammer nonetheless- rhythmic, pulsating, short, and 
loud, Green Beret’s debut 12” manages to overwhelm one in 
only twelve minutes time. The blend of d-beat and traditional 
USHC is homogeneous- is it D-beat influenced hardcore, or 
hardcore-influenced D-beat? No way to tell- the two sounds 
are equally influential. While on the outskirts of trendy punk 
and hardcore, the band caught the attention of Side Two 
Records and got this impressive set of wax put together. 
Growing in popularity bit by bit, they toured the Midwest and 
East coast in January and just played New York’s Alright in 
April. Though all the songs are under one general theme, the 
two best songs are “Violence Is Their Currency” and “Bloody 
Summer”, the latter employing a sort of militaristic rhythm 
that is simultaneously hypnotic (subtle hypnosis by means 


of view. The guitars are fast, but chuggy, 
not forsaking either the speed or the 
downtuned natures they have. The drums 
are crisp- raw and very simple, but clear 
enough to be heard well. I give mad props 
to the guy who mixed this- this sound 
exactly like it should, with everything being 
individually distinct and heterogeneous. 

The track “Don’t Know the Truth” is a 
certifiable pit destroyer- fucking brutal as a 
baseball bat to a Nazi skull. This is for any 
fan of powerviolence or hardcore- highly 
recommended. One hell of an EP. 


of rhythmic beats is an age-old tactic in military forces used to establish order amongst troops) and energetic. 
The singer is like a drill sergeant, barking out short, simple phrases in a Bostonian accent; brutish but not 
boring. Guitars chop away, droning yet engaging; the bass is very thick and a lot like a heavily downtuned 
guitar, punchy and warm; the drums are D-beat influenced and on point- linear but not lacking. I advocate 
this for anyone who likes D-beat, 80s hardcore, and anyone who thinks that Have Heart is the best band to 
come out of Boston (because they need a lesson in Boston hardcore). Hardcore for the punks- and finally, a 
band that understands military fetishization and isn’t pro-American. Two thumbs and two middle fingers up. 













Peacebreakers- 

DEMO TAPE REVIEW 

Gruff, gritty, raw, white knuckle, 
blue collar, nose-to-the-grindstone 
hardcore punk outta Boston, Mass. 
It’s only three song and about four 
minutes long, but it’s the essence of 
no-frills hardcore punk- not naive, 
not complicated, not normal, not 
long, and not afraid to poke fun at 
itself. I suppose instead of telling 
one what it isn’t, it would be more 
pertinent to say what it IS: It’s 
hardcore punk rock, the soundtrack 
to tossing a glass bottle across the 
room at the back of someone’s head 
and starting a brawl- a modern-day, 
American version of Blitz, if one 
will. Classic and simple- much 
recommended, not to mention that 
my copy was taped over an old INXS 
tape- now THAT’S punk rock! 



Germany's Burial, d-blast beating their 

WAY THROUGH THE TRUMBULLPLEX, MAY 2 nd 

Ajiv-uztb 

The Shining intro is a nice touch to the beginning of this EP- an 
underappreciated film, no doubt; off to a good start. The lead break 
in “Held Back” before the breakdown is... interesting- not sure if it 
fits the tone of the music, but I’ll let it slide because it sounds cool. 
The song itself was alright- Lockin’ Out core/new age of hardcore 
in the vein of Backtrack, Build and Destroy, Agitator, Intent, Rival 
Mob, and the like. “Live Through Lies” continues this trend, while 
“Overlooked” sounds a little more like 90s metalcore a la Earth 
Crisis, Strife, Earthmover, shit like that- very guitar-driven and 
heavy. “Confined”, too, is like this, emphasizing the very slow end 
of hardcore bordering on doom or classic metal, being mid-tempo 
and kind of droney. The title track manages to incorporate some 
crossover-style riffs while keeping an explicitly new-age hardcore 
sound- cool, but a departure from conventional nonetheless. I’m 
not wowed, but for a new band, this is a decent start. The crossover 
stuff is cool, and some of the breakdowns are good; however, I’d 
like to see the band lean more towards metal than hardcore, because 
the hardcore end of this EP is dull, thoughtless new age hardcore, 
but the metal end of this is actually pretty good. The lyrics could 
use some more imagination, too, but if the music got reworked, the 
lyrics can be dull as ever, provided it was worked into newer song 
with proper flow. Good first effort- hoping for more next time, 
though. Don’t give it up. 

















IMTERUIEW WITH SUBMIT 

Who is in the band, and where 
are you guys from? Have you 
been in any bands before this- 
if so, who? 

Describe your band’s sound. Do you have any 
particular bands you would say influenced your 
sound? Do you think that there are a lot of bands 
that have a similar sound to you right now? 

We’re all from Oakland County, 
Michigan; we all live fairly close to 
one another, separated by a few small 
towns. We all have been in previous 
bands before Submit was formed in 
early June of 2012. 

Tom and I (Quincy) started playing 
music together in our early teenage 
years, thirteen or so. Together they 
started a metalcore band, known as 
Grizzlies, bringing close friends from 
school onto the project. A few 
members didn't completely work out 
too well as the band grew older, so we 
first got Logan to play bass, then a few 
shows/months later, invited Aaron to a 
couple of our practices, after the 
original guitar player moved apart from 
the band, which made him our new 
guitar player. 

Aaron has been in a metalcore band, 
known as Revenants, based out of 
Waterford. 

Logan was in a few different projects 
with friends in his town: A band known 
as Immoral Filth; also, a band with 

Tom known as Clearwells. 

Submit has a sound that has definitely been done before, in one 
way or another. Put into the genre of hardcore/powerviolence. A 
lot of people that have listened to our music think that we have a 
fresher/newer sound. Opinions of that sort, in regards to our 
sound, are somewhat true. We play fast, hard hitting, loud music 
which is not that common where we live. The reality of it is that 
Submit, as a group, sticks out like a 'sore thumb'. A black singer; 
big 'ole guitar player; pretty boy bassist; and a jock for a drummer, 
and on top of all that, we are a younger band, with our oldest 
member, Aaron, being twenty years old. When people listen to our 
music, they look at our image before listening to our sound fully, 
often prejudging us by our age and the way we look. I think this 
happens often with bands nowadays. We try to ignore comments 
about how we are a good band "for our age". As a band, we expect 
to be treated just like any other band, old or young. 

We look to one another, to close friends, as well as personal life 
experiences for influence on our sound. Of course, we all listen to 
different music genres for writing inspiration and all around 
musicianship; we listen to hardcore, black metal, early blues, all 
the way to new and old hip-hop, for musical influence on Submit. 

As of now, yes, there are a lot of bands who share the same type 
of song structure, time signatures, guitar tone and vocal style as 
us. Submit never was, and is not, a band that strives to be different 
from other projects around Michigan or around the world. We 
play this style of music because we like to, for us. As a band, 

Submit has zeroed in on a sound that suits our musical abilities 
and that we enjoy listening to and playing. 

What are your feelings on retro formats of music, i.e. vinyl, cassettes, and in some 
cases, CDs? Are they still relevant in the digital era today? 

It's all good with us! We enjoy listening to music on all of these formats. We are releasing Give In on cassette 
ourselves, before we release any new music on hard copies. I think that we somewhat are. Submit has an 
active email; that is best to contact us at (submithc@gmail.com). Also, we have a Bandcamp: 
(http://submithc.bandcamp.com) and Facebook that our music/shows/different news that we mav have. 











What have you released so far? What 
are you working on now? What would 
you like to do as a band? 


Submit has released a single song demo, titled 
Alone, as well as a four song EP titled Give In. 

As of now, Submit is focusing on writing new 
material for a future EP and a split. After releasing 
Give In, we slowed down with writing, and 
focused on playing shows and pushing, making 
sure that we were heard. After coming off of a 
short break that consisted of playing an eight 
minute set at shows, we are ready to grow from 
that, and go back into writing mode, hoping to 
progress our sound to the best of our abilities. 

As a band, Submit would like to go on our first 
tour as a band, after writing, recording, and 
releasing our new music. To date, just rolling with 
the punches and seeing what we can do as a band. 


Do you think a lot of bands identify as 
being from Detroit, even some that 
might not be from there? Why do you 
think so? Would you identify as being 
from Detroit? Why or why not? 


There are definitely bands out there, all around, 
labeling themselves as being from a more popular 
or musically active area. We do not identify as 
being from Detroit; we’re proud to be from 
Oakland County, MI. From the pestering police 
force to the disgusting wealthy and ignorant 
people, we try to give it a different reputation. 
Although we mostly come from good upbringings 
and nice homes, we work hard for what we have, 
as opposed to other local bands from our town, 
who might get things handed to them left and 
right to get where they are. Every band has 
reasons why they may or may not say they’re 
from Detroit. It's a great city and has been a home 
to a lot of great bands. It doesn't really matter to 
us; we don't usually pay much attention to bands 
that falsely identify their location. 


What do you think about kids who hardcore 
dance? Has it gone too far (i.e. dancing in 
the back, going off to bands that don’t fit 
the mood, etc.)? Do you have a personal 
preference for physical action related to 
getting into the music? 


We don't judge too much about how people express 
themselves through music at shows. Some of the 'dance 
moves' that we come across people doing are a bit silly at 
times; if that's how the person wants to act during our set 
or another bands’, we think it's cool. They paid to get into 
a show so that they can enjoy themselves, whether that be 
standing in the back corner with his/her(s) arms crossed, 
nodding heads to the sounds, or swinging their limbs 
around, people should be able to express how they feel at 
a show freely. It no doubt puts bands in a more confident 
and energetic mood, when seeing a show go off. 
Personally, it lets us know that we aren't the only ones 
who like to have a good time at shows. 


What kind of bands have you shared the 
stage with so far? What are some of your 
favorite bands to play with and/or see now 
(Detroit, specifically)? 


In the short amount of time that we have been Submit and 
playing shows, we have had the opportunity to share the 
stage with great bands. A lot of bands that we play with 
often and have made good friends with as well: Sawchuk 
(Detroit); Spit Spewing Snakes (Detroit); Dead Church 
(Detroit); Hedorah (Detroit); Traitor (Oakland County, 
MI), all are really good bands whom Submit as a whole 
enjoy seeing//playing with. All are really helpful people 
that contribute a lot to the Michigan music scene. Other 
bands that we have got the chance to play with, Dead in 
the Dirt (Atlanta, GA); Tharsis They (MI); Dredd (Grand 
Rapids, MI); Sharks Never Sleep (Detroit); Smash Your 
Enemies (Detroit); Sender Receiver (Detroit); Shit Life 
(Detroit); Discerned (Detroit); From the Ropes (Albion, 
MI); React (Toledo, OH); Brought Up (East Lansing, 

MI). 















Malfunction and a hardcore kid jumping for joy at Refuge Skate Shop, March 23 rd 
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This record kicks into gear with local sons of bitches Detroit 
442’s song “I Remember”- this is jarring, off-kilter hard punk 
that hits harder than a Dead Boys song but not as hard as a 
Black Flag song, at least sonically. The lyrics are a whole 
different level, though; the lyrics written by singer Lacy (from 
his work with Son of Sam, to the Hillside Stranglers, to these 
lyrics here) are transcendental, parroting and echoing for what 
seems like forever- it’s almost akin to propaganda, but seems to 
come from the mouth of a patient fresh out of the loony bin. 
Mumbled, repeated, deranged, frustrated, never lacking in the 
value so subtle to the words of the neglected and ignored, the 
words are what win one over here. Though it is not a downright 
sane man’s thought process, one finds sympathy for the narrator 
easily. Perhaps it is the voice of our collective conscious as 
sane people, though this voice is from a darker place, comprised 
of deeper desires than we know of or care to admit to. The 
music is a jarring, driving version of the original wave of punk- 
imagine if Stiv Bators didn’t die, but was forced into an 
existence not unlike that of A Clockwork Orange, and was 
released to the custody of his old band The Dead Boys. 

Angrier, faster, and out for revenge, but it is a punk rock sound, 
not a hardcore one. 

Funeral March’s songs start out similarly- driving and weird, 
funky yet energetic; still, this is a punk band to its core. It’s too 
catchy, and does not smell of the misdirected anger hardcore 
has; also, it’s a song that runs together as one composition (each 
individual song, that is). They are not made up of parts, but run 
smoothly together as a single entity. Whereas hardcore can be 
chopped up into pieces for songs, this runs together like a run- 
on sentence- not always fitting perfectly as it should, but always 
fitting in place nonetheless. Energetic punk rock that the sons 
and daughters of OG 80s hardcore will appreciate, understand, 
and if all goes well, they’ll dance to it, too. The mix on these 
songs (all four/both sides) is spectacular; balanced but loud 
enough to hit you in the face and not break a bone. Giving 
these songs a second listen was one of the better decisions I’ve 
made this year. Nab this slab of wax if you can. 



Fake Asian Rolex- 


74 K3451 4NR01 3X 

EP TAPE REVIEW 

This French hardcore band is a mix of 
noise and wall-of-sound punk, using very 
simplistic but loud and powerful guitar 
tones. The vocals are screechy, high- 
pitched shrieks that don’t seem to follow 
any contingent rhythm- it’s atypical for 
hardcore, no doubt. However, there is still 
a subtle method to Fake Asian Rolex’s 
madness. There’s a spooky guitar tone 
whenever a lead is to be found, though 
that is uncommon. No lyric sheet here, 
and given how dissonant and cacophonic 
the music is, I am hard-pressed to decipher 
what the band is singing about, aside from 
the song titles, which are largely 
nonsensical to begin with. I do find 
humor in the last song on side B- 
something about the opening riff of the 
song being stolen from a moderately 
famous band. For those who like their 
music shitty or their noise high quality- 
this darts back and forth across that 
noise/music border like a heart monitor. 










Adjustment to 
Society- 2013 
TOUR TAPE REVIEW 


Infest at Maryland Death 

Fest in Baltimore, May 25 th 

EP 

Ho Masts* s/r 
£P Rivaw 

Dissonant, downtuned, dark, d-beat 
influenced hardcore punk from the 


This is some of the most gnarly 6- 
7 minutes of hardcore punk I’ve 
heard yet- fast, shrill, energetic, 
angry, yet thoughtful and 
intriguing of the same time. The 
lyrics are some of the most 
brilliant and well-balanced I’ve 
read since I began listening to 
punk. It rhymes AND it conveys 
the frustrations of trying to 
mingle in a society generally 
unforgiving of differences. 
Wonderful! The music is straight 
out of the 80s- shrill, slightly 
snotty, fast, low-fi, fist-to-your- 
face hardcore punk in its most 
classic manner. These are close 
friends of fellow Washington 
band the Hysterics, whom they 
sound very similar to. There is 
little else I can say about this tape 
other than GET IT, NOW. 


newly bangin’ town of Kansas City. No doubt, not for the faint of 
heart people; this is completely void of any semblance of normal 
pop music, sans a semi-regular drum beat. Though heavily 
influenced by the likes of Discharge, Totalitar, Axegrinder, and the 
like, the band’s overall sound is more of a straight-to-the-point 
hardcore punk sound. The vocals are raw, shouted or screamed- 
simple, blunt phrases never sung more than a few words at a time. 
The guitars are heavily tuned down, giving a wall-of-sound tone to 
the chords and lines, respectively. The drums incorporate lots of 
d-beat rhythms, but also use a lot of regular hardcore beats as 
well. As a self-released EP, this is stellar shit- angry, dissonant, 
lacking in any redeeming social value to most. Awesome. 
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Damaged City Fest review 


It was a VERY long drive to get to Washington, D.C. Ten 
hours, roughly, and the first hour and a half was made up of the 
hardest rain and the harshest winds in the Midwest- well, not 
quite, but it was a pain in the ass to drive in. Aside from a 
couple of stops for bathroom breaks and one driver switch, me 
and my traveling partner Alexa drove straight through, arriving 
in the middle of the night at some dive hotel that was smoky and 
dank as could be, yet not without some minimal level of 
comfort. Hardly sleeping at all, we left in mid-morning to pick 
up a third member for the party, an out-of-town friend of 
Alexa’s named Grant, from a Megabus station. After several 
back-and-forth communication attempts, we picked him up, and 
although a couple of unwanted detours were taken through some 
of D.C.’s ritzier neighborhoods, we would eventually arrive 
back at the hotel, all of us exhausted as could be. We all tried to 
sleep, though we would only meet some success. At 5 pm, we 
split up- Alexa was down with a (the) sickness, and Grant 
decided to see a baseball game. However, I would not be 
deterred by the lack of company or sleep. After all, it was 10 
hours and 550 miles to see this fest... 


Though risking a tow in a far-away land, I found a very convenient parking spot not far from the fest(ivities). I 
entered the venue, expectations high, wallet loaded, and pumped for punk rock like never before. The distros, 
the huge amounts of people, the bands... it was almost overwhelming. Clearly, this was to be a fest the likes of 
which I hadn’t seen before. As I write this almost two weeks later, I can say that this is an experience that, 
barring some sort of brain damage, I will not soon forget. 

Satan’s Satyrs went on first. This was a nice blend of stoner rock and classic heavy metal- a very... cool vibe 
to start this fest off. Though seemingly an odd addition, this was good background music. One could see this 
playing at a hookah bar or perhaps in lieu of Black Sabbath amidst a crew of people indulging in the use of 
magic herbs (and let’s face it: Black Sabbath is vastly overplayed and talked about too much- it’s worse than 
hardcore jocks with their Backtrack and Judge obsessions). Relaxing music for relaxing people- though I am 
never the type to relax, I could see a band like this being more than suitable for this sort of situation. 

Next was Give. Honestly, I’ve never been into post-hardcore much- even later-era Minor Threat bored me a 
bit. The melodies and heartfelt jams seemed to be better than most pop punk, though. Not my thing, but if 
faced with a choice between pop punk and Give, the latter gets my vote, as they seem to be honest and not 
interested in writing many love or anti-love songs. Power to them for that. 

Tenement was next up. These jams were cool, but I still wasn’t really into it. Again, a great candidate for 
background music at a party, but as for getting into and feeling the music, I wouldn’t say it hit me that hard. 
Enjoyable, but not the lines of my life. I will say, though: Hipsters, put this band on your playlist. Your 
hipster bros will be so jealous. Seriously- it’s good music. 














Sick Fix emerged after. Now the energy in the room was 
cranked a good two or three notches. The drums were so 
much faster, the guitars dirtier and more distorted, and the 
singer, ever so shrill, barreled through the words to her 
band’s songs like a steamroller. On occasion, the band 
stopped, and the singer went on political rants, notably 
about abortion rights, the crusade against pit-bulls, and 
the love/hate relationship she has with Baltimore (love 
the neighborhood, hate the (un)elected officials, as it may 
be). The music was good old powerviolence-influenced 
hardcore- what shocked me the most was that I could hear 
the fans (moshing like mad hatters, I must say) chanting 
the words to their songs during the breakdowns. I always 
assumed that the rule with powerviolence was that it was 
way too fast to sing along. I was proven wrong. Also, 
Sick Fix seems to take more influence from the likes of 
Infest and Capitalist Casualties than bands like Dropdead, 
Crossed Out, and No Comment. This band comes highly 
recommended- the record is just as brutal, having gotten 
the A389 treatment. Before buying anything by Trapped 
Under Ice (you know, that Metallica cover band that also 
happens to be from Baltimore), look into Sick Fix. 

Following this was another son-daughter/offspring of 
Baltimore’s punk rock streets, Mindset. Immediately, I 
could tell that this was home turf for them- only a song 
into it, and kids were stage diving, crucial finger¬ 
pointing, chanting the words, and slam dancing like a 
bunch of youthful (in body or mind, or both) maniacs. 

The crowd was absolutely nuts during this set, the Mind 
set. Sporting a traditional east coast youth crew sound 
while keeping it modem, the band built off of the crowd’s 
anticipation, which was huge, given that this was their 
sort of home turf (D.C. is close enough to Baltimore for it 
to count). Three hundred people in one room, heavily 
concentrated towards the front, shouting to the tune of the 
mid-tempo drum beat and the hopeful shouts of singer 
Evan was enough to win me over. It was ten times as 
electrifying as I had hoped it to be. This band is to the 
east coast what Face Reality is to Michigan/the Midwest. 



Permanent Ruin at the Pinch 

AT THE FIRST D.C. FEST AFTER 
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A SHOT OF THE PIT AS A FAN FALLS DOWN 

at St. Stephen's Church during day i 
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Dropdead, from the punk-neglected shores of Providence, Rhode Island, closed out the show. The band needs 
no introduction- they’ve been playing out since 1991, and have been a decently known name since their first LP 
came out in 1993. Anarcho punk-laced powerviolence that’s all go, no slow, the music is furiously fast, insanely 
invective, and truly thoughtful lyrics-wise. What is a staple for left-wing, vegan/animal rights style lyrics is 
what Dropdead is known for, though they were among the first bands to bring this sort of style to United States 
punk circles. Though the band wasn’t very mobile on stage, they had the same energy one would expect for 40- 
something punk rockers who, even though they grew up, are still pissed off. On top of this, they were very nice, 
and happened to remember a particular Michigan band or two I listed off for them (Social Outcast and Civil 
Disobedience, two of my favorites, both in Michigan and overall). This fucking asshole finally gets it. 

After the show, I stored all my newly-bought merch in my car, and took it all in, resting before the after-show 
just down the road at the Pinch. After some resting, some exploration, some indulgence in local food, and some 
interesting experiences outside, I ventured to the Pinch. 

Arriving at the bar, I had a couple of very interesting experiences, one with a New York-based photographer 
named Derek, who (for some weird reason) wanted to take my picture, and another with a Richmond native by 
the name of Lauren, who talked to me about music and fanzines. After this, I entered the bar and eventually 
made my way into the basement for the four bands that were to play after a short break in between shows. 

First was Misled Youth, a set of hardcore locals who play a semi-modern style of youth crew, but not quite in 
the vein of those like Stick Together, Focused Minds, or the like- it seemed rawer than those bands, though not 
extremely different. I caught the set from the back of the room, so I did not fully experience the band, but what I 
caught was good. Danceable, moshable hardcore with a modern tinge. 

Second was Noisem (formerly known as Necropsy), a death/thrash metal group from Baltimore. I wasn’t too 
into it, mostly because the atmosphere for it was odd- the basement of a little corner-hole-in-the-wall bar, almost 
like a speakeasy, if the only alcohol was served in the basement. For an overpowering, heavy metal band, it 
seemed to not fit. However, the music was pretty good- dirty, raw, loud, death metal with a sight tinge of black 
metal; the sort of band that tends to leave your eardrums feeling defiled, ringing from both volume and 
involuntary revulsion at its intensity. The set did drag on for a bit, but such is the case for metal bands. I wasn’t 
overly impressed, but I feel that they deserve a second shake. 



M‘£ND3£T AT D.C. FS-ST DAY 1 NOISEM AT THE D.C. FEST DAY 1 AFTER-SHOW 
















Third was Permanent Ruin- holy fuck, this band was on 
fire. They just radiated energy like I’ve never felt from a 
punk band in the longest time. The drummer was on a 
totally different planet-1 don’t know how anyone on Earth 
could play the way he did. It was mesmerizing in the way 
that you could not believe what the fuck you just saw. The 
guitar and bass raffled along, leaving a trail of destruction 
in their paths as the singer screeched and screamed, 
stopping only for a brief moment in between songs. This 
was a blitzkrieg band- short, effective, and shocking. There 
is not a punk or hardcore kid out there who should sleep on 
these cats. 

Fourth and final band of the night was lisa. This band took 
a long time to get going and get the energy moving-1 don’t 
expect a lot of energy from a doom metal band, but I got 
bored after ten minutes, and it took another twenty before 
they picked up the pace and started to rock. Heavy fucking 
metal, yes. Speedy fucking metal, not even close. Very 
Black Sabbath-esque, but you know, not Black Sabbath. 
Maybe if you were to be high on the pot, but for a 
motorhead like me, not so much. 

The night closed out with much male-on-male ball-busting 
and somehow, we all eventually slept in a comfortable 
basement no more than ten minutes outside of town. Much 
thanks to the Zeijlon family for that, seriously. 

The next morning began rather oddly, much like all of my 
experiences out of town. It started out shifting in and out of 
slumber, eventually waking with the ten other people in the 
room. Eventually, we began the day with breakfast (well, 
they did) and learning the meaning behind the Juggalo 
Ryda videos. It was a glorious moment for me, and I’m 
sure everyone else as well. Thank you, Robbie Bradshaw 
for that. In time, it would be the moment to leave for the 
show. I carted around a couple kids from Raleigh, who I 
later learned were in Double Negative- very cool kids, 
though I do not agree with them on the Rival Mob vs. Hoax 
debate. After that debate and grabbing some vegan 
barbecue food (forgot the place, but it was tasty and on 14 th 
St. somewhere), we drove to the show and prepared 
ourselves for another day of DCHC. We went our separate 
ways as I met up with Alexa and Grant for a ticket delivery, 
just in time to catch the first band... 



Satan’s Satyr’s at Damaged 
City Fest, April 12 th 
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Night Birds at PJ’s Lager 
House, March 28 th 












Sick Fix at Damaged City Fest, April 12 1 


Thick Skin was the first group to take 
the stage at St. Stephen’s Church. A 
perfect example of all-go, no-slow fast 
hardcore not unlike D.C. pals Coke 
Bust or NYHC stalwarts Straight 
Ahead. With a set no more than 15 
minutes long, they delivered their 
message quickly, covering Void’s “My 
Rules” along the way. Circle pits and 
two-steps galore for this style of 
hardcore! 


BLANK X SPACE 


Next was Intent, who has members in Boston and in local Washington, D.C. areas. The vibe they gave off 
was one of a modern-style hardcore, straight edge yet stoned on stage- the band seemed to play somewhat 
slow, not very energetic at all, a man before he has had his morning coffee. Not the best set, but the singer 
was nice, and the guy seemed to command some fans, even as early as the band went on. Following these 
cats, I scrambled to make an ATM run between sets. 

Big mistake on my part-1 missed Adjustment to Society, who I later discovered (by buying their demo tape 
partially out of guilt) to be absolutely fucking awesome. I also missed the first half of the Hysterics’ set, a 
band I also deeply love. The only benefit to missing... wait, there was no benefit. I got to hear most of the 
Hysterics’ new tunes, which were different yet not lacking in the bite of the originals I’m not familiar with. 
No band member lacked in embracing the embodiment of what the band was, and it was very notable. I 
can’t go on enough about how much everyone should see and listen to this band (and Adjustment to 
Society). 

After this was Prisoner Abuse, with Boston’s favorite punk/hardcore drummer DFJ and former Think I Care 
singer Clegg (I think that’s his name). These guys have been around for a short period of time (at least as an 
actual band- according to the LP, the music was written back in 2004-2005), but have been able to crank out 
an LP and a few noteworthy shows. Add one more to that list, because these guys ripped. Burly-ass 
hardcore not lacking in speed, anger seeped from the band’s instruments and the singer’s throat, infecting the 
crowd with its invective fervor. Imagine if early-era Henry Rollins had fronted Negative Approach- angry 
and impulsive, yet thoughtful and not just short and to the point. Approved. 

Next was the sleeper hit of the whole fest. Violent Reaction. A traditional stripped-down angry punk rock 
sound with a straight edge tinge, they are akin to a sledgehammer that seems to never wear, its user never 
tiring. This was one of the most brutally energetic sets I’d seen all year- fantastic. Just as good as old- 
school Blitz, but, you know, straight edge. 

Hounds of Hate handled the hardcore duties next-1 didn’t know this at the time, but apparently, Altered 
Boys played a couple of songs to start off the Hounds’ set. Cool- they’re a worthy band, no doubt. Though 
the Hounds were good, they played much of their new material, of which I was unfamiliar with, as these 
songs were on the newly released LP on Painkiller Records that I’d not had the time to listen to (or buy). 










However, the old songs were done well, and the new ones were very interactive and pretty stellar. The 
band’s energy didn’t match the crowd’s, though, and it felt as though they hardly moved around during the 
set. To each their own; still, it’s worth mentioning that punk rock is supposed to be a catharsis for both the 
band and the fans watching. Calm, collected, stiff existence is related to emotional suppression, and 
chaotic, disheveled, and fluid existence is related to the expression of one’s emotions and an ultimate 
catharsis of emotions, a flushing of the bad and collection of the good. 

Following was Peacebreakers, another Massachusetts hardcore band following traditional albeit awesome 
Boston hardcore lines. These guys are very much like the F.U.’s in their tongue-in-cheek critiques and fast, 
short songs. There is a subtle heavy and burly sound in the singer, but one is hard-pressed to find a tough- 
guy attitude about the band. Good ole’ Baas-tin haad-core. 

Next was Night Birds, surf rock-influenced hardcore punks from the tainted lands of New Jersey. Having 
just caught a very stellar set from them in Detroit, I watched a few songs and decided to buy all my merch 
then so I could mosh later. I must say, though, the Night Birds are WELL worth checking out, for both the 
hardcore fans and those who also enjoy surf rock a la the Trashmen or Guantanamo Baywatch. 

Coke Bust came busting out next. Furiously fast and never losing energy or political bite, they put on a set 
that showed just how to do things right: Fast, angry, short, energetic, and with meaning to the words. Also, 
during the set, John Stabb (of Government Issue fame) got onstage and did a Pentagram cover closer to the 
end, which was just as stellar as the rest of the set. This band and these people are doing things the right 
way, both musically and in relation to the way music business should be conducted. Much respect. 

Now it was No Tolerance’s turn. Given how rarely this band plays out, my expectations were high. I was 
not let down- the crowd went nuts as soon as they started and the energy they put out was top notch. They 
played two covers (In My Eyes and Our Fight) and concluding with Sentenced, this was high octane straight 


edge hardcore punk from beginning to end. I expected no less, and I got more than I bargained for, and for 
once, that wasn’t a bad thing. 



Crowd shot at Damaged City Fest, April 12 th 









Local punk rock front man 

AND PROMOTER OFFERS ALL OF THE 
EXPOSURE YOU COULD EVER WANT 



Wartorn at Corktown Tavern, April 26™ 


Black SS came up to the stage next. Though I was largely 
unfamiliar with their material, it seemed that many others 
were. Dark-ish brutal hardcore, if Blitz were to embrace 
Nails as a best friend or if 86 Mentality tuned their guitars 
down a step or two. Though I found it to be not too 
interesting, it was not a bad set either. A notch or so 
above what I consider to be average. 

Chicago sons (of bitches) Clilo were up next, and it was a 
peculiar set, to say the least. This was no doubt a very 
“punk rock” set, right on that murky, edgy border of 
mind-blowing/awesome and headache-inducing/awful. It 
was enjoyable. The band kept fucking up their songs, 
though one would be hard-pressed to blame them- they 
looked as though they’d had a temporary lobotomy (at 
least, the singer did). This did not deter the crowd, 
however- the punks were chock-full of “mutants”, as 
they’re commonly referred to by the band. Though the 
live set was slowed down and not anywhere near as on 
point as their records, it was cathartic and caused an 
emotional reaction in myself and others. Whether that 
reaction was good or bad, I’m still not sure. However, it 
served its purpose and was well-worth seeing. 

In a positive twist, Double Negative climbed atop the 
stage. I wandered about for some of the band’s set, but 
stayed within audible range. Psychedelic/garage-rock 
influences afoot, though largely subliminally mixed in, 
Double Negative mixed this with the traditional 
Damaged-era Black Flag style of 80s hardcore, with a 
singer not quite as nascent as Darby Crash singing. 
Possessing more intellectual than brute force, it was a 
decent set. 

In a long-anticipated move, 86 Mentality got together one 
last time for an “anti-fuckin’ reunion”. In fifteen minutes, 
the band blasted out their anti-social Oi!/street punk laced 
hardcore with an interesting, almost Dead Kennedys- 
esque guitar tone. The place lost its collective shit as the 
band raged onstage- stage dives, gang piles, non-stop 
pitting... it was the sort of thing you’d expect to see in a 
movie (this aforementioned quote can be attributed to 
Robbie Bradshaw, and after viewing the video/camera 
footage, it’s absolutely true). This was a quintessential 
hardcore punk set, in every way. I just wish I’d known 
the words to the songs. 












Closing the casket on the second day of Damaged City Fest was Negative Approach. Unlike many of his 
local sets, John Brannon arrived and stayed sober as he and the rest of the band galloped and grinded through 
their brutally angry, jagged, disjointed jabs at the bleak reality of life, the fans all but familiar with the songs 
written thirty-ought years ago. Everyone went nuts for N.A. here- stage dives all around, people losing their 
voices screaming the words; it was what I felt Negative Approach always was and should be. Reminiscent 
of his late teen/early 20s, John barreled through all the songs, not a single one half-assed or phoned in. 
Nothing I’ve seen in Detroit went like this show did. The set was limited to 40 minutes, and for the better- 
they ripped through everything and never let up, playing all the classics and all the songs I knew except for 
“Lead Song”. Undeniably the best I’ve been able to catch Negative Approach at, between them, the crowd, 
and the overall vibe. 

Two hours later, the Pinch show started; at this point, Alexa and Grant ventured off to do their thing, and I 
spent about an hour talking to some guy from Cleveland about anarchism and politics, and he inquired about 
the possibility of moving to Detroit to start a commune-1 wonder if he ever looked into that. I won’t go into 
too much detail here, but given the venue capacity and the fact that the door guy was one of the biggest dicks 
I’ve ever had the displeasure of encountering, I missed the first three bands: Ultimately, Violent Outburst is 
stellar brute-ish hardcore punk akin to 86 Mentality; Neo Cons are traditional snotty 80s hardcore with three 
EPs out that are all pretty damn good; and the Striking Distance set was a reunion, and seeing as how I’m 
unfamiliar with them, I have no idea how to describe them. However, after waiting and some negotiating 
with the burly CTYC-esque Mexican bartender downstairs, I got in to catch the last band, the Aftermath. 

They vaguely reminded me of the mid-2000s street punk sound, though not as overproduced as those from 
that era. The band being very intoxicated, the set wasn’t too great, and though the after show was largely a 
bummer, I did discover that Yuengling tastes good, and I got to connect with my new Richmond friend 
Lauren again- keep an eye and an ear peeled for her up-and-coming zine and her photography work! 

After another night in suburban Maryland, I said my goodbyes, scooped up Alexa from her hotel room the 
next day (her friend went back on the Megabus, I think), and we did a little sightseeing, then ventured all the 
way back home, the whole ten hours back. This fest was some next-level shit for me- I’ve never seen 
something run so smoothly, yet simultaneously was barrels and barrels of fun. Cheers to Chris Moore and 
Nick Tape for putting it on! I learned much from this adventure and got many a zine to unsuspecting fans. I 
cannot wait to go back to D.C. again one day. 



PERMANENT RUIN AT THE PINCH FOR 

the D.C. Fest day 1 after-show 


Rzl Dzl at Small’s, June 5 th 


















Search 
Bloc- 
Life, by 
the Code 
7" REVIEW 


Brute-ish negative straight edge hardcore in the vein 
of One Life Crew, Ringworm, and Judge- it has a 
very general Midwest anti-social hardcore feel to it. 
The chugging guitars sound like a mix of a 
sledgehammer and a jackhammer- heavy sounding 
without any noticeably large difference in tuning. 
The drums are heavy on rolling and breakdowns, but 
possess some of that heaviness the guitars do, but in 
a different way. The vocals are usual pit bull-style 
shouts and grunts, perhaps like a barely noticeably 
deeper version of One Life Crew’s style of singing. 
The lyrics are par (maybe birdie) for the course- 
usual straight edge crew pride and misanthropy all 
around. However, this is super catchy, on a level of 
any other band of its nature. It’s a mystery as to 
why this band isn’t on a level with its straight edge 
colleagues- the songs are just as good (and more 
often than not, better), the breakdowns have just as 
much ninja-mosh potential as any other, and the 
lyrics are just as memorable as any other band. This 
deserves to be three or four levels higher than it is. 
All the songs are pretty damn good, but “I Hope 
You Get a DUI” and “The Only Way” stand a 
smidge above the others. Any edgeman/woman or 
hardcore homeboy/girl would be wise to seek out 
this band immediately. 
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React- 
Drown 
7” EP 

REVIEW 


A simplistic, albeit enjoyable band in a multitude of 
ways, React proudly waves the flag of Toledo 
hardcore, though they are no doubt regulars to the 
Michigan scene as well. This brand of hardcore has 
much in common with the likes of Integrity, late-era 
Negative Approach (they even cover ‘Evacuate’ on 
the record), Best Wishes-era Cro-Mags, early 908- 
era Agnostic Front, and Sick of It All. In short, it’s 
hardcore infused with a heavy, metallic sound, but 
not quite under the umbrella of metalcore. The 
vocals have the heaviest sense of this sound, a raspy 
banshee who continues to growl with desperate 
fervor, though the guitar’s deep, heavy tone is 
another factor in this sound. The drums, meanwhile, 
convey the sound of a punk band on speed more 
than anything else. The album art is simple, but as 
one knows, simple is not always easy- however, I’ve 
not found a deeper meaning to it. Not a bad EP. 
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Composed of MIHC veterans on all fronts, Poison Tongues starts off with a little prestige (Lenny was in 
Earthmover and still sings for Nightbringer sometimes). However, it doesn’t take long before that prestige is 
found to be unnecessary for the quality of the music. This is a mix of Cold as Life and Earthmover- it has 
that gritty, rough feel Cold as Life is known for, and it has a lot of the musical qualities of Earthmover, i.e. 
two guitars, slower breakdowns, deeply introspective lyrics, etc. The mix is effective, and it has the distinct 
Nietzschean, blue-collar Detroit man philosophy: alone, angry, yet relatable and not unkind. The gang 
vocals are an addition new to the members of these bands, for the most part, but it’s fitting and seldom-used. 
The lyrics are always interesting, often either anecdotal or generally philosophical. Not all songs have “the 
breakdown” most contemporary hardcore is known for using, and there’s even a blend of songs to sing along 
to, two-step to, hardcore dance to, and get into it period... to. This was a huge step up from the demo; it 
sounds well-produced, though not necessarily overproduced. In an age of hardcore where everyone wants to 
be bros and community is what’s in, Poison Tongues is here to remind one that the hard, albeit right way of 
living is that of individualism and personal autonomy. The classic Detroit punk rocker isn’t dead yet! 



Right: Fuck You Pay Me getting hammered at Small’s, June 22 nd 






















Drose- A Voi<e 

7" REVIEW 


This slab of wax is straight up STRANGE- sort of a mix of many genres. 
The first song is an instrumental kind of industrial noise with a slight 
incline towards noise rather than music- weird, but good. The second 
song “My Face” is like loud industrial, possibly gothic rock, if the 
imagery were different. The record sleeve/cover isn’t indicative of any 
goth style, at least that I’m aware of. Still, this song is a catchy, semi- 
danceable number- soothing in the way that loud music probably 
should be. “A Cry” continues this post punk/ industrial/ dance-wave 
vibe- simple vocals and drum rhythms, grindy guitars, and crunchy 
bass sounds; it sounds like postmodern cyborgs fucking in the back 
room of a gothy nightclub- one is hard pressed to turn down something 
like that. “Knuckle” keeps the vibe going, but seems more like noisy 
no wave music, being largely devoid of structured music, but still 
having female vocals sing and give a purring sort of howl in the 
background. For those who like City Club soundtracks and those who 
like their shit way off the beaten path. I was surprised that I liked this, 
and even more than I happened across it. Ka-ching! 



From Hell playing at Refuge 
Skate Shop, March 23 rd 


Impulse- Chula Violence 7” review 



Loud, limited in length, and Latino, Impulse’s 2 nd EP is classic west 
coast powerviolence in the vein of No Comment, Capitalist Casualties, 
Los Crudos, Siege, etc. The production on this is stellar- the guitars, 
drums, and vocals are all particularly powerful and stand out in their 
own way- though this often comes at the expense of the sound of the 
bass, powerviolence is usually more drum and guitar-oriented. This is 
very much a flying of the old-school flag that Slap-A-Ham helped 
found- though this isn’t anything new, this sure feels like a modernized 
version of classic bands (i.e. if bands back in the late 80s/early 90s 
could get into better studios and record with better equipment), and 
that is fucking gnarly. It’s not new, it’s not old, because it’s the classic 
old sound with new faces, a perfect Taoist harmony of the two. Circle 
pit and under a minute (for every song). I approve. 






















Terveet Kadet playing Weekend Nachos with some group Raw Power playing as the clock strikes the 
at Maryland Death Fest salsa at the Halfway House, 5/7 wop hour at Corktown Tavern, April 26 th 
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